CHAPTER   SIX
WALKING   MIRACLE
MAUBICE GORHAM, the former B.B.C. Television Control once remarked to me that I started where most ot journalists leave off—namely with a liver abscess. Hav recorded his wisecrack I will now tell the story in my c way. In these days of psychiatry witchcraft I feel ther some interest both in the origin of the trouble and the ci My worst affliction in Bombay was a recurring fit of viol nostalgic depression. Many times I felt indescribably Ion desperate to return home and escape from this calk steaming, stinking land for ever.
It was my practice, when I fell sick, to go immediate!] St. George's Hospital. The chummery was used for m; purposes. Sometimes it resembled a Wild West saloon, i once Jay completed the illusion by taking pot shots a wandering cat—a real one—with his revolver. It could i however, be regarded as a nursing home. So I always rai hospital.
One morning I had been drilling on the beach with Light  Horse  and  returned  to  the  chummery,   extrerr fatigued, with a curious feeling of heaviness on my right s: where, in my ignorance of anatomy, I imagined my ri lung to be situated.   I slumped on the bed, unable to any breakfast, or, for that matter, to take any interest in solicitous inquiries of Low, Linklater, and Jay.   The he; lump persisted all day and I could not work. I thought it • indigestion, but as the thermometer showed a slight ti perature I followed my usual technique and went to hospital.   There I languished in bed, unable to eat or sic yet not in any great pain. It was just a heavy, dull, imm able lump.   The house surgeon was puzzled and could diagnose.   Next morning a brisk and cheerful major of
94outh, clambered up after the boy. He slashed wildly at the air and bits of the boy materialised, falling amid torrents of blood among the horrified spectators. Next the sadhu climbed down and revealed the boy, safe and sound, under a cloth.
